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So, originally, this intoo-thingy was going to be an analogy. 

It was going to be about ny kind-of-broken watch. How I'd stopped 
wearing it for several weeks and just kept it on my counter, not- 
icing that it still- kept time, but apprehensive to start wearing 
it again for fear that it would stop working and fuck up my 
schedule. And how, sure enough, when I finally did start wearing 
it again, it fucked up. I was going to compare this amusing (?) 
little anecdote to ray life, and how I keep going back to the same 
old broken people, places, and habits, even though I know they're 
just going to fuck me up. Profound, no? But I decided that ex- 
pounding on that subject would just be depressing and stupid. So 
I'm just going to briefly discuss a few matters regarding the 
z ine itself and leave the wordy and sage correlations about such 
things to othero whose words are more poetic and precise than my 
own. So here we go: 



1 . No interviews this time around. This is due in part 
to a lack of people I want to interview that haven't 
been already, and also to the fact that I hate tran- 
scribing long-ass interviews probably more than you 
hate reading them. 

2. The handwritten stuff- does it look all right? 
Is it readable? Should I switch to all capitals, 

or quit using it altogether? I'd like some opinions 
on that, as well as the layout in general. 

3. For some reason, a couple of other zines decided 
to give my last issue poor-to-mediocre, unsolicit- 
ed reviews. I've always been under the impression 
that, unless someone -sends you their zine for re- 
view, or you think that it's really great and just 
want to let people know, you don't review it. Ob- 
viously, not everyone feels this way. It may sound 
like pointless whining, but regardless, I can take 
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a bad review if I send someone my zine to be re- 
viewed. If not, it's kind of like, well, who 
asked you? If you come across a copy of this and 
just really want to review it, ask me. More than 
likely, I won't say no. 

4. Keith does an excellent fanzine called Avow. Send 
him a couple bucks for one, you won't regret it. 

5. Next issue is tentatively going to be the "Small 
Towns Issue" which will be all stories and obser- 
vations about growing up and living in small 
towns. By small, I mean 30,000 people at the very 
most. I'll be taking contributions, as well as 
asking a few of my friends to write for it. Get 
in touck w/ me for a deadline. 

6. Write me! Whether or not it appears that way, I 
do put alot of work Into this, and I'd love some 
feedback. Positive, negative, neutral, just let 
me know what you think. 



Thanks. 
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p.s.- Che pepsi Id card at the top has a 
couple of typos. First, I was born in '78 
not' 79. Second, although at times I've 
been pretty dirty, I don't think I've ever 
had moldy fingers. I think they misunder- 
stood when my mom told them I have a mole 
on my right finger. It's a good thing that 
nobody ever kidnapped me, the cops would 
have been looking for a grubby kid a year 
younger than me. 






Okay, so, you're probafcly wondering what the hell happened. Well, 

I'm sorry that things didn't work out between us. I really wanted 

them to. Really. I . thought that we had alot to offer each other. 

So much potential, so many possibilities and new avenues to 
explore. I liked you alot. But have you ever tried to glue two 
things together and they just don't stick. No matter what you do, 
and how hard you try, they just won't stick. Well, for whatever 
reason, I just couldn't seem to stay w/ you. Other factors just 
kept pulling me away, and truthfully, I felt like I'd never really 
be a part you. I felt like I'd always be an outsider, but not 
because of anything you did. In the words of a pathetic character 
on some dumb sitcom, "It's not you, it's me." I hope you don't think 

me too much of a flake, I really tried, but it Just wasn't working. 
So before this gets much more sappy and stupid than it already is, 

I'll just say that I hope you understand and I'll be back to visit 
once in a whil 



a shit, Tim was washing his face i n the sink when theSe two 
drunk rednecks walked in. They, of course wasted no time «in 
starting to fuck w/ ■ him. Jerk #1: "Gawdamn Son* did ya spill 

ketchup in yer hair?" Timdaughin nervously) :"Uh, no. It's just 
Pink die. M Jerk #2: "Pinkt?l Are you queer er sonethin'?- Tim 

(no longer laughing) : " Uhhh..." by this point the 'necks w e r* 
getting pretty loud and obnoxious, and I'd come up w/ a |HH 

■ brilliant plan: I'd run out of the stall screaming, and 
throw my shit on them. Then, while they ■ were still confused, 
I'd stab 'em w/ my penll! But my plan never came to fruition, ■§ 
as they just left w/out a fight. I w^ glad, though. I mean, I 
would hate to waste perfectly good feces on a couple of mullett- 
ed idiots. After that, our night calmed down and regained some 

vestige of normalcy. We went back to coming up w / elaborate 
plans for tim to squat out the building on the WM corner of 
mm* north 7th and A street, but instead j u st walking back to 

my apartanent. 




Tim was a walkin' maniac. It seemed like every time I saw him, 
he *»s walking. To Benson's. To the thrift store. To Texas, to 
some house where he was living, down a dirt Of road, 12 miles 
out of town. But no matter ttMM what his destination was, people 
were constantly bombarding him w/ insults, threats and bottles. 
He was pretty resiliant, though, and it never really see^ted to 
get himn down too much. But cr a zy shit was just always happening 
to hi™. Tim was WtMk homeless most of the t^r so on cold No- 
vember nights we 9 used to just walk around. And of <&ura&, 

wherever we went, strange goings-o were never far behind, we 

spent a good deal of time roaming the streets downtown. We'd 
talk about everything under the sun. He would show nethe various 
abandoned buildings he'd slept in and give me pointers on stay- 
ing in them, "ffa $^ *$& fej &, »&#&&% Wj*I *^ e£e> 

cJJ Service. £«&&*»* iz hp ^M^k u\- u J*!4x Y°xt«. fute* 

£k\fr i\*t»o<Jy iS loofah , %c t&Ati., oftcJL yo-^TCw i&Jhfr Joi^n 

locJ Uivfeti Jouir^ C*&$*J fc l^Ve*. " ■ ■■ He also had 

a real knack For pointing out the subtleties of the buildings. 

Like the fact that the initials for the State Office Building H 

are, indeed s-O-B. Or, ThAt on one particular night, the doors 

to the Garrison building were unlocked. Neither of us having 
ever been in the building, andlifcewise, neither of us having 
RSqp anything better to do, we came to a decision fairly quick- 
ly. The lobby was pretty boring, so it was- TO THE FOOP! As we 

made our ascension, things began to get weird. The doors to the 
second and third floors had signs posted stating, rather ominous- 
ly: 

THESE DOORS ARE TO REMAIN UNDDCKED 
AT ALL TIMES. UNAOTHORIZES) ENTRJf 
IS A VIOLATION OF FEDERAL LAW, 
AND PERPETRATORS ARE SUBJECT TO FINES 
AND/OR JAIL TIME. 
*%edless to say ^ didn t t riait the second or third floors. The 
entrances to the fourth through eitjith floors were all open. We 
■ explored each one and* found ■ them to all be ■ identical, 
each floor was lit w/ only one ^U red lightbulb, all of 
the doors were locked, and they all gave you the feeling that at 
any sec°nd, alarms would start sounding and armed stormtrooper- 

like thugs were going to come rushing in and carry you off to 
some room to interrogate you. We were pretty creeped out by the 
time we reached the ninth floor. All the rest of the floors were 
locked, so we left, still feeling pretty sketchy nn from! 
floors four through eight. We both had to use the bathroom, so we 
N ventured to the Holiday Inn. While I was in a stall takinq 
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Mike hadn't said much all night. We had 
shown up at my friend Aaron'9 house a few 
hours earlier and all the introductions 
had been made. Aaron had told us about a 
show that wa9 going on later that evening 

at some house in the woods in the middle 
of nowhere. It was going to be a punk band, 
an emo band, and a heavy metal band w/ a 
twelve year old drummer and a singer who swings from the rafters. We 
had never heard of any of the bands and didn't know how to get to the 
place, but Bryan said he would drive. "Cool.", I said. Mike said no- 
thing. It seemed absurd, but as I strongly believe and will tell any- 
one that asks ma, sometimes you've got to do really absurd things, just 
for absurdity's sake. 80 we drove and drove, and Mike said nothing. 
Along windy, curvy state highways, through the woods on gravel county 
roads, and down a seemingly endless dirt driveway until we finally 
arrived. Mike had uttered not one word the whole time. It was a pretty 
diverse group of people who had gathered there for that show, all 
wearing different things around their necks. There were punk kids, who 
were sporting the traditional spiky dog collar or chain, emo kids w/ 
polyester collars, and sow kinda joek-lookin' kids, their necks mostly 
adorned w/ bored girlfriends. But the award for "Most Absurd and There- 
fore Best Neck Garnish of the Evening" had to go to the hesh kids who 
were wearing real, live SNAKES around their necks 1 Seriudsly, there 
were, like, four kids wearing live snakes and Deicide shirts, 
Hmmm... well, whatever inverts your cross, but I think I'll 
stick to wood beads. I'm fairly sure that they're not going 
to up and asphyxiate me for no reason. We had missed the 
first band, but arrived just in time for the magic show put 
on by a little kid in a tuxedo. It was rad. But I guess it 
takes more than a well dressed seven year old performing . 
■egic tricks to get Mike to talk. The emo band was kinda Jaw- 
breaker-ish, the metal band kinda Pantera-ish. Their singer 
did, indeed swing from the rafters and had what was quite 
possibly some of the largest hair I've ever encountered. I 
was pretty impressed w/ the sheer absurdity of it all, but the 
only thing Mike said was that the singer of the Jawbreaker-iah 
band was pretty. At this point, the show was over, so we 
ambled back towards our cars through the pitch black woods. Bryan, Mike 
and myself got into his small hatchback and Nathan and Aaron got into 
^— ... Natha n's enormous pickup truck. Due to 

u^f/jf y^-rrrr*. tne utter absence of any light, Nathan 
,-" £ ■*^J^ tf&^'ti''$i S£ : & backed into an unseen Nissan, swashing 
c -5?*n@«(Kp J^s^jJ^^^ out the left headlight and turn signal. 
Uvoh. Bryan freaked and hauled ass outta there. We were spinning out 
and fish-tailing all over the narrow dirt road. I thought we were sure 
to crash into a tree or something, and voiced this opinion quite loudly. 
Bryan disagreed, and Mike, of course, said nothing. Cnee we were back 
on the main highway, Bryan began to calm down. Wa had begun to chat 
about the events of the evening, whan all of the sudden Mike started 
talking. Actually, that's putting it pretty mildly. Let me rephrase 
that: All of the sudden, Mike launched into perhaps the longest, loud- 
est, funniest, most confusing, and totally absurd (and therefore Best) 
story anyone has ever told me. I couldn't recite all of it if I tried 
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vomit girl comes to us via the talented 
pen of David Dean. 



I picked up a bottle of Heed's ginger ale and asked the guy 
how much. "That, it is $1.29. " "Oh." "Ahh, fuck it! for you, 
99 cents!" Awesome! That nigjit, I went to Berkeley for a show 
at CSilman. I forget who played, but it was a hell of a long 
walk from the BAST station on fhattuck to the club. Here are 
the only things punk kids in California have ever voluntarily 
said to me: "Do you have any change?" "Do you have a ciga- 
rette?" "Do you have the time?" I left before the second band 
finished. One frustrating thing about going to California is 
that all the really good shows are coming up shortly after I 
leave. A couple years earlier, I missed seeing fifteen's last 
show by four days! AAAKRGH ! i Most of the rest of my time was 
spent reading or just walking around all day long. I felt like 
a complete tourist. It was pretty much a mixture of fun and 
crushing loneliness. It's like, I had a cpod time and all, 
but it was really alienating to be all alone, surrounded by 
hundreds of thousands of people. I would go days w/out saying 
much of anything. As minor as this sounds, one of the high 
points of the trip was this street drummer. I was walking back 
to the hostel one night and I passed by him. The guy was an 
absolutely amaxing drummer I towards the end, he started sing- 
ing, " I just wanna thank you, for lettln' me, be myse-e-elf . 
I just wanna sayl" It was just that; one line, over'and over 
but he sang and played w/ such intensity and enthusiasm. It 
was really inspiring. I would lite to say to the guy, where- 
ever he is. Thank you for putting a big smile on my face, in 
the midst of one of the loneliest times in my life. SometimesJ 
it really is the little things that get you by. 



. 




but the high points included: Mike and friends tripping on all sorts 
of acid and Nyquil in Eureka Springs- Meeting a mustachioed nutcase 
from San Francisco named "The Dolphin" who had a suitcase full of what 
appeared to be bags of cocaine- listening as "The Dolphin" regaled them 
w/ tales of dcinking and debauchery while referring to himself In the 
third person- Making fun of "The Dolphin", who was unaware of his rid- 
icule- Growing tired of "The Dolphin's insane, incoherent babhllngs- 
Two kids sneaking behind "The Dolphin"s back to his car, 
letting the air out of his tires and putting it in neu- 
tral- "flie Dolphln"s car rolling backwards down a hill , 
and ■mashing Into a wall- One of the kids taking off w/t 
"The Dolphin"s • suitcase full of coke- "Ihe Dolphin"be- 
ccming enraged, pulling out a knife and chasing them all over 
downtown Eureka yelling," What's the matter? Don't you like the 
colphin ! ? l " . . . and on, and on, and on... there was alot mote to the 
story than that. I think at one point, it even involved a drum circle 
of naked hippies, but I can't remember for sure, The whole thing lasted 
about 25 minutes w/ Mike implementing hand gestures and voice charact- 
erizations, and ma and Bryan exchanging stunned looks. It was kinda 
like a volcano that hasn't erupted in centuries suddenly blowing it's 
top, leaving us covered in the sooty ash of it's unexpected words, 
thinking, "Where the hell did that come froml?!" I thought the story 
would never end, but upon arriving back at Aaron's house, Mike stopped 
talking almost as abruptly as he had started. We both stared at him in 
disbelief, exhausted from the lengthy tirade and expecting more at any 
moment. But Mike, said nothing. . . 





now that's a drumset! DYSTOPIA photo by Chronic Joe 
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Ah, ten days ia San Francisco. 
A much needed escape, and I'd 
' saved up enough money for it to 
be a comfortable ten days. 
Enough money that I could fly 
out there, eat well, and maybe 
make a few frivolous purchases. 
I'd gotten a cheap airline 
ticket and a traveling compan- 
ion, both out of Tulsa. But 
upon showing up at the compan- 
ion' s house the night before we were supposed to leave, I was 
greeted w/, "Hey, what's up? What are you doln' in town?" 
Well, scratch the travel partner, looks like I'm flyin' solo. 
6:30 a.m. rolls around pretty damn fast, and by 8i00 it's 
goodbye T-town, hello friendly skies! First stop- Salt Lake 
City. Damn, those mormons must own stock in Delta or somethin' 
cause I didn't see a single other airline in that whole ter- 
minal. After a lengthy layover and a turbulent flicjit, I arr- 
ive in San Francisco to find El Nino in full effect. Yup, it's 
raining. But it's pretty much cleared off by the time I reach 
the city. I had made arrangements to stay at a youth hostel 
on Mason St. so I hoofed it there and got checked in and all. 
Hostels were a new thing for me at the time, and after staying 
in one for a while I can tell you this- it is an absolutely 
unique and essentia] experience. Where else can you get a 
clean, safe room, access to kitchen facilities, a small lib- 
rary and return to your room to be greeted by a 250 pound 
Argentinian wearing nothing but his underwear? All for around 
15 bucks a night? In a hostel, that's wherel But seriously, 
staying in a hostel is a great experience. You'll meet so 
many people you never would if you just stayed in hotels and 
punk houses. I met about a zillion kids from Japan, a rad guy 
from Australia, and a German woman who had just tpt back from 
being a crew member on the Sea Shepard. After I got settled 
in, I walked around and soaked it all up. It felt kinda lijce 
a dream, but I think it was just jet lag. I was pretty hungry, 
so I went and grabbed what was to become the staple food of 
the trip- The giant $1.50 slice of pizza. After that it was 
time to go to sleep. The next morning, I found myself faced 
w/ a minor dilema- What to 'do? The answer for that day, and 
most of the next week and a half came in the form of the 
Mission district. This is one of my favorite parts of any 
city anywhere. Bright murals, great thrift shops, restaurants 
and record stores, I love itl And the people who live and work 
there are really friendly. I walked into a market that was a 
weird mix of half health food store and half lirpur store. 






Man, if thejne's one thing I hate,| 
it's when my friends turn into nostal- 
gic drunks. What happened to the times when they 
cared about things that didn't necessarily involve 
getting completely wasted? Yeah, I like to drink. 

And sometimes I get drunk and act silly and that'9 fine, I 
enjoy myself. But every goddamn night? No thanks J. now, 
It seems like every conversation is filtered through 
a screen of slurred speech and reminiscing about 
things that happened "Back in the Day" I swear to 
God, if I ever use that phrase in anything 
more than a tongue-in-cheek capacity, just 
shoot me ricfat then and there. "Remember 
when we used to drive around all night 
and short out coke machines? And after a i 
while, our hands would start to smell 
like burnin 1 wires?" "Yeah, that was 
pretty fun. Why i s i t we don't do 
that anymore?" "Remember when goin'| 
to shows used to be fun, before all 
the posers showed up and started 

ruining the scene?" Yeah, I still 
00 go to shows. And some of those 
"posers" are fun, enthusiastic kids. 
But you wouldn't know that because you're too busy intimidating 
and looking down your nose at them to ever find out. Plus you 
haven't been to a show in six months, so who's the one ruining 
the scene. But what I want to know is, what memories will we be 
romanticizing in another few years? "Remember when we used to 

sit around drunk, talking about the time we..." Well, maybe you 

will;but I plan on sitting on the porch drinking and 
talking to somebody about the things we did that 
night , And the things we're planning for tomorrow 

night. 
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I had been laying in bed, sleepless, for about an hour that 
night when I first heard it... faintly, as if at a distance: a 
drum beat, the unmistakable, unpleasant sound of steel guitars, 

and a twangy , irritating voice. Wonderful. Someone had left the 
radio on downstairs. Like I wasn't having enough trouble sleeping 
already. But, if I just ignored it then maybe I could get to 
sleep... nope. I really didn't want to get out of bed, go down- 
stairs to the kitchen and turn off the radio. So, I covered my 

head w/ a pillow. Hmmm, that's weird, I could still hear it. 

wonder why that is? I go down stairs, intent on shutting off the 

stupid radio and getting some much needed sleep. But none of the 

many stupid radios are on. Maybe it's coming from outside. A 
quick look around verifies that it's not coming from outside, 

either. I go back to bed, confused, and lie down. I listen for 

a second and it's back. Same beat, same guitars, same irritating 
voice. Where the hell is that coming from? I shut my windows and 
plug my ears, but I can still hear it. It was at this point, 
friend, that I began to get somewhat panicky. If I'd plugged my 
ears up and could still hear the music, then something was ser- 
iously wrong. And at a point in my life when one of the only con- 
stants was my nagging, irrational fear of insanity, this odd 

phenomenon did nothing to help ease my mind. I went in to my 
fathers room and woke him up. "Dad, do you hear anything?" 

"Huh?" "Do you hear music?" "...No." "Well I do. Dad I think it's 
finally happened. I think I've lost my mind." "You're hearing 

music? "Yeah. Gauntry, but really faint." "Go to the closet and 
get a coat hanger." "Huh?" "Just do it. Now, touch it to your 
teeth." "Whatl?!" "Trust me... Did it get any louder?" "Yeah, a 

little bit. What the hell is going on here?" My father then be- 
gan to explain to me some of the scientific principles behind 
radio waves, e.g. the fact that anything metal picks up radio* 

waves, and if it's connected to two objects that are a certain 
distance apart, those objects begin to vibrate, resulting in the 
sound of whatever is being broadcast. You see, at the time, I 
had braces. This was all very comforting to me. As was the fact 
that it stopped when, aoouple weeks later, my braces were re- 
moved. But I still think I'm probably crazy. 
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by Jceith rosson 



Tree of Knowledge has over 250 small press titles 

focusing on health and social issues, activism, DIY, 

anarchism, ecology, alternative living, punk and 

hardcore, youth culture, feminism, veganism, 

and other forms of intelligent rebellion. 

Plus a good selection of underground comics, 
zines, shirts, patches, and audio. 

Send one dollar or stamps for a catalog to: 

Tree of Knowledge 

P.O. Box 251766 

Little Rock, AR 

72225 

READ QUALITY PUBLICATIONS! 
SUPPORT THE INDEPENDENT PRESS! 



the place where i was born, and the place i was 
taken away from, thirty days old. 



the place i came back to over twenty years later to 
visit relatives, the blood of my blood , to see my dad's 
side of the family for the first time since i was 
a month old. 



the place i went to see friends, people i'd only written 
to, or talked to over thousands of miles of phone line 



7) 



a three and a half day bus ride from westport, Washington 
through some of the most beautiful country and torturous, 
monotonous, ass-and-mind-nurrbing travel conditions i've 
ever been a part of. greyhound is synonomous with pain. 



a dapper old bus driver in a coach's uniform telling us 
somewhere in missouri, "i'll get ya'll to little rock by 
10:15 tonight, god willing and the creek don't rise." 



meeting mary and sarah around 10:30pm at the little rock 
greyhound station, travel numb, and going over to a house 
and meeting a bunch of kids there, and then seven of us 
getting in a van and being on the road, heading for the 
detroit festival by 11:30. 




trying to get in touch with relatives in mountain home, 
the only rosson in mtn. home, the operater told me, was 
a bobby joe, who had no idea who the fuck i was and had 
never heard of my family. 




the egon schiele drawing at the arkansas art center that 
i missed seeing by a day. 




watching the wonderfully terrible crisco kids play live"~\ 
en the radio, lifting me right out of my blues. J 



Ij blunpies 



fmissing the ocean really bad.| 



a crazy dog almost biting me after a food not J 
bombs meeting. \ 



[ feeling lonely sometimes, missing friends back home. J 






pinching the filters off my cigarettes and putting 
them in my pocket. 



5 



walking along the river In downtown lr r looking at 
old straight edge graffiti and listening to mary as she 
told me about the time she found a rusty shotgun on 
it's banks. 



getting sick and staying sick until i made it home. J 
coughing my guts out. j 



1 



the old das yutes building downtown, boarded up like a ghost. 



/"seeing the tree of knowledge office and listening to theo 
tell stories about John, the kid who ran into mcdonald's 
wearing a ski mask and nothing else, and tried to order 
a hamburger. ; ___ 



standing in the heat, waiting for the greyhound again, 
heading out for new york and not really sure if i 
accomplished what i set out to do in arkansas. 



ha 
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a groip of tightly knit, dedicated, active kids attempting 
to instigate change, attempting to make their actions 
match their ideals, thanks. 
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